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FORWARD. 


This   is  a   VMudoville  "Book,     if  you   do  not 
('    .)i!(^    tliiiii;,    vou    niuv    like    another.      The 


story  is  tiie  most  al)Us«M{  article  I  know  of 
and  the  eho,-tn\U  howler  is  ^":eiierally  the  one 
\\\\o  dot's  iimI  -.('('  the  point  (»r  ohji-cf  till  tlie 
next  day,  hut  thi*  story,  that  inakes  the  busi- 
ness inon  of  Pitt^hur^di  an<I  the  l)anker.s  of 
New  York  shi[)  eaeli  other  <>n  the  naek  and  'wave 
thvir   napkins,   after    th(>y    have   hecai   \vorn   out. 
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t(Md    her   !hr(o  lunny 
i\'o     :*'ft     hiT    Jioar!.    ;ind    she 
lort.d    liow    a    nM.n   couhi 


tUii 


hd'f    (ho    nuin    iin! 

be   .--o    beauu.nl    and    ha\c    :->\i'Ai   an    u^^ly    face. 

'I'he  s<'hool  l('acher<  of  remisylvania  om^i* 
s<'!(«ct''(i  the  lioiradit'St  man  in  ttsc  Stale,  on 
a'-ooojil  of  his  bcanly,  ;i;i\e  him  <  )ne  'I'latnsi'nd 
Dolhir^,  and  sent  him  ;(ero;s  tlie  o;-ean  diirinj: 
his   xii'.ation.     This   nmn   ami    I'residenf   Jdncolu 


We;"e     !  \\  o    o{     the     ^^"ren  !  e 


■\     t'dler 
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Ui>rhh    but    th^'v    m-ver    to!-!    an    old    wlory    and 
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I  lia\e  had  hundred-  *d'  re(pn'sts  for  this 
book  1  x'^ill  make  llie  -d/.e  to  ht  the  ixK-ket, 
and  nundier  the  stori*\^  for  an  index  and  refer- 
ence. I  hope  it  will  h(dp  you  out  (»f  many  a 
!)o\.  a^  it  \\'<)<  ludpcd  m<\  I  hope,  too.  that  you 
will  enjoy  it.  but  to  be  fair.  I  will  i)c  at  the 
h(»ttd  in  \e\v  York  on  .Januaiw  1st,  202tl,  \sith 
;i  pair  of  scissor--  to  cut  any  ihln^  out  of  tliis 
bo<.k    that    \o]i    do   not    like 
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1.  Than);  you  for  the  applause.  Ap- 
plause to  a  public  speaker  is  just  like 
"Sickem"  to  a  dog. 

2.  There  are  two  things  I  like  about  the 
South,  that  is  the  climate  and  the 
trains  North ;  the  Iraiuh  North  that 
luring  nie  back  to  good,  pure,  old  Penn- 
sylvania, where  they  make  iron  and 
steel   for  a  li\ing. 

3.  I  always  ask  the  man  who  intro- 
duces me  to  introduce  me  as  a  farmer, 
for,  frequently,  they  take  me  for  a 
minister.  I  am  no  minister,  no  scien- 
tific man,  no  professor,  nothing  but  a 
common  farmer-  but  my  other  habits 
are  good. 

4.  I  am  glad  to  see  the  American  peo- 
ple waken  up  to  the  fact  that  the  far- 
mer holds  the  destiny  of  the  w^orld  in 
the  i)alm  of  his  liand.  [everybody  is 
talking  Agriculture  now ;  two  women 
from  the  lieart  of  Chicago  were  going 
down  through  Illmois  ori  a  railroad 
train,  passed  a  barn  with  a  yard  around 
it,  in  which  a  lot  of  little  calves  were 
'>kip])ing  and  playing;  one  said  to  the 
other:  "Look  at  the  lot  of  dear,  little 
cowlets."  "No."  said  the  otiier,  "they 
are  a  lot  of  little  l)ullets."  lAerybody 
i.N.   talking   Agriculture  now. 

5.  Why,  do  you  know,  ihc  little  Ameri- 
can hen  of  the  farmer  j)roduces  more 

wealth  than  the  net  earnings  of  tlie 
cr>nibined  railroads  of  the  United 
States.  Do  not  despise  the  day  of  ^mall 
things.  f  ha\e  always  storxi  by  the 
lilth^     Xnicrif  ail    lu^n.       [     h:\\c     ;ilwa\'s 
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liked  chickens;  raised  many  chickens, 
lots  of  them  with  a  fork.  My  chickens 
are  sired  by  a  full  blooded  Leghorn 
Rooster  and  damned  by  everybody  in 

the  neighborhood.  We  have  a  hen  by 
the  name  of  Ensey,  and  the  garden  was 

hardly  made  in  the  Spring  'till  in  flew- 
Ensey.  Her  mechanism  beats  that  ^f 
the  locomotive,  works  in  the  garden  all 
forenoon,  lays  an  egg  in  the  after- 
noon and  that  night  becomes  a  rooster. 
Only  living  thing  on  earth  that  could 
pay  the  Nation's  debt  by  laying 
around.  May  she  go  on  to  glory  and 
renown  and  may  her  son  never  set  I 
have  piped  water  into  my  chicken  pen, 
now  I  have  a  fountain  pen, 

^j.  .\nd  how  disrespectful  some  speak 
of  the  hen  and  the  high  price  of  egg^, 
when  a  solitary,  single  ^gg  is  a  whole 
day's  work  for  a  hen,  and  years  ago, 
before  the  incubator,  they  asked  her  to 
raise  a  family  of  from  Fifteen  to 
^4  Twenty.  I  saw  a  sign  over  a  business 
place  across  the  street,  that  read: 
*'\Vho  in  the  Devil  cares  for  Mother 
now?"  I  went  over  to  see  the  heathen 
and  demanded  what  was  the  nature  of 
the  business  he  was  in,  when  he  told 
me  he  handled  and  sold  incubators. 

7.  Saying  the  wrong  thing  reminds  me 
of  a  stammering  man  at  Newport,  Pa. 
Newport  is  a  town  north  of  Harris- 
burg,  Pa.,  on  the  west  shore  of  the 
Juniata  River,  an  old  canal  town,  and 
part  of  the  town  is  built  l©w  along  the 
shore.  During  the  Johnstown  flood, 
tho  p<M5p1e  in  the  1<tvv  part  were  flooded 
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out  and  had  to  go  to  the  higher  part 
of  the  town  and  stay  with  their  neigli 
bors,  as  well  as  the  stammering  man. 
After  the  flood,  when  all  were  return 
ing  to  chen"  homes,  this  stammering 
man  shook  the  hand  of  the  man  wlio 
liad  kept  him,  thanked  hini  foi  his 
kindness  and  hospitality,  saying  rhit 
if  he  was  ever  flooded  out  u[)  here  t-) 
come  down  and  stay  with  him. 

8.  A  preaciier  told  his  congregation  l.i 
be  sure  and  be  at  churcli  the  next  Sun- 
day, saying  his  text  was  on  the  l)e\il 
and  he  was  full  of  his  subject. 

(•).  Saying  the  right  thing  reminds  nie 
of  Joe  Kitchey.  of  IjUikettstow  n  i-*a., 
who  was  a  wag  and  a  wit  and  ^oIlK'- 
times  got  tanked  u[).  The  Undertaker 
m  Burkettstow  n  w  a^  a  man  by  the 
name  of  Donahue.  One  day  an  oKl 
maid,  who  kept  a  nnllinery  store  it 
Uross  C'reek  A'illage,  hve  miles  from 
Hurkettstown,  w  as  in  Hurkettstown  and 
wanted  to  get  out  lionic.  Hearing  thu 
Donahue  wa<  going  out  to  her  towii 
with  a  rough  box  thnt  afternoon,  sh*' 
asked  him  to  take  her  ril(»ng.  lie  I  old  her 
that  slie  would  h;i\e  to  rirle  on  1 1n- 
rough  l)ox,  ns  the  se;;!  was  full,  'ioiuf; 
down  through  fbirlc^'tt^lown.  with  this 
load  on  his  wagan,  he  met  b)C  Ritche\ 
coming  up  the  .street  pretty  well  tanked 
up.  On  seeing  Donahue  and  his  Iom'I 
ivilchey  straightened  up  and  hailed 
Donahue  to  stop.  Oclting  his  waijo'i 
stopped,  Donahue  tu'ued  around  and 
said,  "Well,  Ritchc},  what  do  }Oii 
\^.ant?''     Then   I\it(die\    NtainnM-red  ont, 
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Tlie  corpse  is  out." 

10.  Something  appropriate  or  not  re- 
minds me  that  years  ago,  I  went  mto 
the  dining-room  at  the  Bush  Hotel, 
Belief onte,  Pennsylvania,  and  sat  down 
beside  Mr.  King  McLanahan,  (de 
ceased),  of  I  loJidavsburg,  Bennsvl- 
vania.  Then  a  stranger  to  me,  he  put 
his  hand  behind  his  ear  and  told  n^e 
the  following  story:  ''A  congregation 
wanted  to  lJU^•  new  hvnin  Ixjoks 
and  the  minister  appoirned  an  oM 
elder,  who  was  ver}-  hard  of  heariiii:. 
a  committee  of  one  to  in\estiirate  tlic 
new  hymn  Inir/k  durm^  the  week  and 
report  on  the  rcxt  Snnda\'.  He  did 
so,  and  c'AWiC  to  idir.ndi  and  >at  ni  Iks 
pew  with  liis  h.and  behind  his  ear  reav'\ 
io  make  his  re|)ort.  Wdien  i"i.-  minis - 
U-r  got  u})  and  stated  tlial,  if  an\'  cliil- 
(h'en  were  to  be  l^aptized,  they  should 
now  be  presented,  the  old  elder  ro-e 
io  his  feet  and  said;  "'Hiep.!  iliat  do'ii''- 
liave  any  can  get  them  from  tlu^  usle- 
(^]"s-     stitf     backs,      s<>c,     limber     ba.(d\S. 

II.  [  ha\e  seen  oxtr  a  mdhon  people 
ktugh  at  this  stor\'  :  An  oasis  of  sun- 
shine, a  ]*rig!it  btilr  ^pot  aloni:  die 
i»,'!tli   of  life. 

T2.  1  step]>ed  into  a  bank  and  before  I 
could  state  mv  busincs--,  the  (.'ashier 
said,  "Seeds,  how  far  can  a  rabbit  run 
mto  a  woods  .^"  1  answered,  "I  don't 
kncnw"  He  replied,  "ju-t  half-way  and 
if  he  goes  any  farther,  he  is  running 
ont 
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17,.  A  man  pulled  my  coat  on  Chestnut 
Street,  Philadelphia,  one  time  and 
asked  me,  "What  is  worst!^  than  find- 
ing a  worm  in  an  apple?"  I  said, 
'Tinding  two  worms.'  He  said,  **That 
won  t  do/'  I  gave  it  up,  and  he  said. 
"Finding  half  a  worm." 

14.  What  makes  a  horse  go,  a  dog  come 
and  a  man  stay?  If  1  could  spell  the 
way  a  kiss  sounds,  I  could  tell  you. 

15.  I  got  a  letter  at  the  Post  Office 
at  Apollo,  Pa.,  which  said,  "Have  you 
this  one?"  "What  does  a  fat  man  do 
w^hen  he  walks  up  a  steep  hill  on  a  hot 
day?"  "Takes  ofT  his  hat  and  pants." 
A  lady  in  my  audience  one  night  said 
to  the  one  beside  her  that  she  would 
have  hated  to  have  been  there. 

16.  Pat,  I  saw  Dennis  in  Pittsburgh.  My. 
but  Dennis  is  thin.  Pat,  you're  thin, 
and  Fm  thin,  but  both  of  us  put  to- 
gether would  not  be  as  ihin  as  Dennis 
is. 

17.  A  green  persimmon  is  the  bitterest 
and  most  puckering  thmg  known  to 
man.  Mike  gave  one  to  Pat  to  eat. 
who  soon  hunted  Mike  up  and  said. 
*'If  there  is  anything  I  should  s;iy  to 
you,  I  should  say  it  quick."  Mike  said. 
"Why?"      Pat    said,    "Because,    1  am 

closing  up." 
18  An  old  veteran  said  I  was  telhng  the 
truth,  for  they  tried  to  cook  gr^en 
persimmons  in  a  pot,  durmg  the  Uvil 
War,  and  they  could  not  do  it.  They 
drew  the  pot  crooked. 


19.  A  man  came  across  the  street  at 
Dublin,  Ga.,  and  said,  "Seeds,  in  ^hc 
South  is  where  we  grow  persimmons, 
and,  when  they  get  ripe,  we  make  'vine 
out  of  them.  A  man  m.ade  wine  and 
the  persimmons  were  too  green,  and 
they  used  the  wine  at  a  Communion 
service  one  Sunday  and  the  congrcga 
tion  had  to  whisper  the  doxolog}'." 

20.  I  do  not  like  a  religion  tliat  makes 
you  feel  mean  to  be  good. 

21.  I  like  a  religion  you  can  sec  once  in 
a   while   without  hearing  it. 

22.  There  are  cliurch  members  who 
would  put  me  out  of  the  church  if  I 
would  make  them  laugh  on  Sunday, 
but  thev  have  l)een  vi'ting  for  the  sa- 
loon on  Tuesday  ever  since  T  have 
known  them. 

23.  A  "muchley"  ijald  headed  toast  mas- 
ter, at  a  l)an(|uet  at  Hartford,  Conn., 
roasted  me,  not  in  spots,  but  all  over 
in  introducing  nie  to  the  banqueters.  I 
said  he  was  a  friend  to  my  face,  but 
was  a  two-faced  man.  one  face  with 
his  hat  on  and  one  with  his  hat  off. 
That  reminds  me  of  the  old  lady  who 
went  to  the  seashore  for  the  first  time 
and,  looking  over  the  ocean,  said: 
"Thank  the  Lord,  I  have  at  last  seen 
something  there  is  enough  of." 
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4.  He  boasts  of  having  so  much  time 
for  thought  and  reading,  as  he  saves 
so  much  time  in  comlnng  his  hair,  but 
never  stops  to  think  the  time  he  saves 
in   combing  his  hair  lie  loses  in  wash- 
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ing  his  face. 

A  bald  head  is  evidence  of  an  ac^ 
'tlve  brain.  It  is  a  scientific  fact  that 
hair  will  not  grow  where  this  is  much 
activity;  and  that  is  the  reason  women 
can't  grow  whiskers. 

26,     But,  you  seldom  find  cheap  furniture 
with  marble  tops. 

27      Not  so  long  ago,  there  was  a  student 
^'in   one   of   our    colleges,   who   was    al- 
ways looking  for  a  chance  to  make  a 
speech,  and  then  always  used    he  a. 

Ju!r^yorC.reMrVr.lh:'\h.co\-_ 

i;.,re  churns  tlunight  ib.ey  wrn.,.!  c.rnci 
,;;?;  so  they  got  up  a  debate,     Kesd^^^^^^ 
that  colic  in  a  horse  1.  mcuiabh,     an-! 
c V  put  him  on.     When  he  Nvas  mak- 
Ing^L  address  .and  canie  to  tl-,e  cum 

he  said:     ''HonorabU-  Jud^a^       C   .1       .^ 

,.   horse  is  nothing  mure   or   less  Iha  1 
i^onfinedairintheston.ach.crymgout, 

•Give  me  liberty  or  give  me  death. 
.S      Think  of  a  voung  man  all  <lre>sed  U',. 

-'■,n  kill,  on  <atuvdav  -^■'"^•, ^X'i  V 
scenic  rui,  and  so  bow  Uggcd,  that  a. 
c-.rries  a  beard  under  bis  -xrw. 

..,,      Aman    told    me    this    at     1  e..pK  s 

Ohio-     "A   farmer  was  imnang  a  t   u 

n     he  barn-vard   in    fly   lime   an<l   t lie 

cow     in    keeping    olT    the    tbes,     would. 

'v-t'cl    him  in  the  face.      He  got  m.ad, 

'ribbed,  her  tail  aiul  tied  it  aroun:    hi. 
ri      lie  saul  be  did  not  go  around  the 

ba'rn-vard,  seven  times    ■.,11  he  saw  that 

hv   !in<l   nindt'  ;i   mistake. 
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30.  A  woman,  whose  life's  desire  was  to 
stand  by  the  tomb  of  George  Washing- 
ton, bought  a  ticket  and  went  to  Mt. 
Vernon.  She  then  went  to  a  stone 
l)uilding  and  wept  as  if  her  heart  would 
break.  A  man  stepped  up  and  said  : 
"You  seem  to  be  in  deep  distress.  Is 
there  anything  I  can  do?"  "No,"  she 
said,  "it 'has  always  been  my  desire  to 
stand  by  the  tomb  of  Washington,  and 
I  am  so  overcome."  "Well,  i^^adani, 
the  tomb  is  down  there.  This  is  the 
ice-house,"  said  the  man. 

31.  A  travel  nig  man  stepped  up  to  me, 
after  I  had  registered  in  an  Illinois 
hotel,  and  said:  "A  man  was  assigned 
to  his  room  on  the  third  floor,  and  it 
was  not  long  'till  he  heard  a  man  skip 
up  and  down  the  hall.  Me  could  not 
go  to  sleep,  so  lie  got  up,  unlocked  his 
iloor  and  waited  'till  the  man  skipped 
to  his  end  of  the  hall.  lie  rushed  our, 
caught  the  man,  shook  him  and  told 
him  he  must  stop,  as  no  one  could 
slcei).  The  man  said  he  could  not 
stoj),  as  the  Doctor  told  him  to  take 
pills  two  nights  and  then  skip  a  night, 
and  this  was  his  night  to  skip^." 

32.  A  Catholic  liverman  spent  much 
time  in  P>elleville,  Kansas,  hunting  me 
to  tell  me  this:  "There  was  a  man 
hunting  St.  Joseph's  Hospital,  in  Kan- 
sas City.  He  met  an  Irishman  and 
asked  him  to  direct  him  to  the  Hospi- 
tal. The  Irishman  said:  'Co  up  to 
the  corner,  turn  to  your  left,  go  a  half 
block  and  you  will  conu'  to  ]Vlur])hy's 
saloon;  go  in  and  you  will  find  Murphy 
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behind  tlu*  bar.  Bring  your  fist  down 
on  the  l)ar  and  say,  ''To  hell  with  the 
Pope ;"  and,  when  you  come  to,  you  will 
be  in  St.  Joseph's  Hospital."  I  believe 
the  Catholic  liveryman  never  did  the 
same  thing  with  any  other  stranger, 
who  came  into  the  town. 

33.  The  second  time  I  was  in  Falls  City. 
Nebraska,  a  man  followed  me  into  the 
wash-room  and  said:  *T  got  a  good 
one  the  other  day :  *  A  man  was  moving 
across  Lincoln,  Nebraska.  He  had  a 
(grandfather's  clock,  that  he  did  not 
wish  to  trust  v/ith  the  drayman,  so  he 
started  to  carry  it  across  Lincoln.  It 
was  heavy,  and  he  had  to  i)ut  it  down 
often  to  rest.  A  drunken  man  got  his 
eye  on  him  and,  when  lie  caught  up 
with  him,  and  the  man  stopped  to  rest, 
he  looked  him  in  the  face,  and  said  : 
*'If  I  were  you,  I  would  buy  me  a 
ch, 

\{.  A  young  coui)Io  g(jt  married,  landed 
in  I'hiladelphia  on  their  wedding  trip 
in  the  morning,  went  down  to  the 
wharf  after  dinner,  and  that  night  she 
wrote  this  home  to  her  mother:  "We 
just  landed  in  time  to  see  the  ocean." 

;5.  riiey  got  on  a  boat  to  go  from  Phiia 
(leiphia  to  New^  York,  and,  becoming 
deathly  seasick,  they  took  each  other 
by  the  hand,  made  their  way  to  the  edt^c 
of  the  boat  and,  leaning  ox  er  the  railing, 
they  mingled  their  voices  in  the  same 
stream. 

^/).      Slie   said  to    fnhn.  with   tern's   in   her 
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eyes,  *T  have  given  up  home,  friends 
and  everything  for  you,"  John  an- 
swered:  *T  have  thrown  up  every- 
thing for  you." 

37.  The  Captain  came  along  and  said  • 
"What's  Up?"  "What's  Up?"  when 
John    said:     "Everything." 

38.  The  Captain  said:  "What  are  you 
doing  out  here  ?  Waiting  for  the  moon 
to  come  up?"  Poor  John  said:  "My 
gosh,  has  the  moon  to  come  up  yet?" 

39.  You  people  are  all  right.  I  have 
struck  towns,  where  I  w^ould  not  go 
back  to  lecture  for  three  times  my  fee. 
They  could  not  see  the  joke,  if  you 
would  hanri  it  to  them  on  a  f)late,  when 
tiie  sun  shinin.i^^  in  broad  daylight. 

40.  They  were  too  slow  to  stop  (piick. 

4T.  They  said  a  Merry  Christmas  to  you 
on  the  Fourth  of  July. 

42.  A  man  got  his  feet  wet  in  December 
and  never  caught  cold  in  the  head  'till 
the  next  June. 

43.  They  had  the  seven  years'  itch  in 
the  conmiunity  once,  and  they  got  nine 
years  behind  with  their  scratching. 

44.  "Fighting  Rob"  Evans  once  dressed 
himself  in  citizen's  clothing,  went  to 
church  on  a  Sunday  and  sat  down  in 
a  wealthy  man's  pew^  Presently,  the 
wealthy  man  came  in  and  saw  Bob  in 
his  pew.  His  wife  turned  up  her  nose 
at  Evans  and  the  man  took  out  his 
cfird  and  wrote  on  it:     "T  pay  $2,500 
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a  year  for  tliis  pew/'  and  handed  the 
card  to  Bob  Evans.  Evans  read  the 
card,  took  his  pencil,  turned  the  card 
over  and  wrote  on  it:  ''You  pay  too 
damned  much,"  and  handed  it  back  to 
the  man. 

45.  After  Bob  Evans'  fleet  had  wiped  up 
tlie  earth  with  the  Spanish  fleet,  Cap- 
tain Eulate  came  as  a  prisoner  from  a 
hfe-boat  to  the  deck  of  the  Oregon. 
He  unbuckled  his  sword  belt,  kissed 
the  hilt  of  his  sword  and  presented  it 
to  Bob  Evans,  who  would  not  accept 
it.  The  Marines  rent  the  air  witli  their 
shouts,  for  there  stood  a  man  who 
would  thrash  the  life  out  of  a  man  in 
one  hour  and  thirty  minutes  and,  in 
side  of  ten  minutes,  take  him  by  the 
hand  and  treat  him  like  a  gentleman. 

46,  Had  Sampson  come  back  to  Santi- 
ago, after  the  battle,  and  put  his  hand 
on  Schley's  shoulder  and  have  said: 
"Comrade,  you  did  it  as  well  as  if  1 
had  been  here,"  the  American  people 
would  have  strewn  his  patch  with  flow- 
ers. But,  when  he  tried  to  take  the 
honors  of  the  battle  from  him,^  the 
American  people  said:  "You  shan't  dr» 
it."  And  Sampson  died  with  a  broken 
heart,  so  the  paper  said. 

47.  I  will  keep  my  eye  on  my  watch  and 
^  I  will  not  make  you  tired  and  numb, 

like  the  young  man  who  had  a  sweet 

heart   that   weighed   240   lbs.,   dressed. 

'       One  evening,    she    got    to    sittmg    on 

i        fohn's  lap  and,  as  John  was  small  and 

'^he  weighed  240  lbs.,  ^he  thouj^ht.  per- 
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haps,  that  John  was  getting  tired,  so  she 
said:  "John,  I  expect  you  are  tVed." 
John  said :  ''Nuck,  I  am  not  tired  now. 
I  was  tired  awhile  ago,  but  I'm  numb 


now. 


j> 


48.  An  Irishman,  drinking  too  much, 
was  told  by  the  Priest  that,  if  he  did 
not  quit  drinking,  he  v.ould  go  to  blow 
out  a  candle  some  time,  his  breath 
would  take  fire  and  he  would  burn  u\\ 
Pat  said  :  "Write  me  a  pledge.  Write, 
*I,  Patrick  OTlannigan,  solemnly 
pledges  and  swears,'- got  it  down!''— 
"Yes,'  said  the  Priest,—- 'that  I  will 
never,  so  long  as  I  live  -  got  it  dov/n? — 
"Yes,"  replied  the  Priest,--'blow  out 
another  candle/  "  finished  Pat. 

49.  Some  people  can't  get  together;  nev- 
er have  a  community  meeting.  I  heard 
I':ibert  Hubbard,  (who  was  nuirdered 
by  the  Germans  on  the  Pusitania),  say, 
that  he  once  visited  an  insance  asylum. 
where  everybody  wos  crazy,  and  be 
noticed  that  a  keci)er  uas  taking  ten 
crazy  men  out  for  a  walk  and  an  ail- 
ing." Hubbard  got  excited  and  uneasy 
aboiit  the  danger  he  would  be  in  if  the 
ten  crazy  men  would  get  together,  and 
he  spoke  to  the  keei>er  about  it.  The 
keeper  laughted  and  said  :  "That  is  all 
right,  but  they  can  not  get  together." 

50.  If  the  people  of  the  United  States 
keep  on  coming  together  in  community 
gatherings,  it  will  make  Christians  out 
of  the  church  members  and  put  the 
United  States  dry.  A  church  never  put 
:\  town  drv. 
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51.  Go  and  live  by  yourself  and  you  will 
gtt  narrower  and  narrower  till  you 
lap  over.  Coming  together  makes  you 
broad,  grand  and  great. 

52.  Just  as  impossible  to  bring  a  refined 
and  a  cultured  person  out  of  a  pen  as  it 
is  for  a  paraffine  dog  to  catch  an  as- 
bestos cat  going  through  hell. 

53.  There  are  two  things  needed  to  make 
a  good  community:  Good  society  and 
pure  water.  Give  me  these,  and  I  can 
make  hell  a  good  place  in  which  to  live. 

54.  You  only  know  who  you  are  and 
what  you    are  by    comparing    yourself 

with  some  one  else.  That's  the  only 
standard  you  have.  How  I've  wished 
to  live  to  be  80  and  be  like  some  I  know, 
when  1  would  rather  be  dead  than  be 
like  others  I  know. 

55.  Organiaztion  is  a  great  thing.  You 
can't  have  a  Sunday  School  picnic  with- 
out it.  God  help  the  home  that  is  not 
organized. 

56.  A  friend  of  mine  got  off  a  tram  down 
South  and  was  met  at  the  depot  by  an 
old  negro  with  a  buck  wagon,  and  a 
horse  full  of  clover  hay.  My  friend 
noticed  that  the  colored  man,  driving 
the  horse,  would  pick  a  bee  off  a  leaf 
or  flower,  or  a  worm  off  a  stick  or 
stem  witli  his  whip.  iMnally.  they 
came  along  where  a  hornet  nest  was 
hanging  on  a  hmb.  My  friend  said : 
"Sam,  see  if  you  can  bring  that  down 
with  the  cracker  of  your  w^hip.'*  Sam 
said:     "Xo   Snh.   Ro^s.     Thev   am   or- 
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ganized." 

57.  Some  peo[)le  knock  everything  and 
say  it  can't  be  done.  They  remind  me 
of' the  fellovv-  who  got  drunk  one  even- 
ing in  St,  Paul,  and,  on  his  way  home, 
lie  had  to  go  through  the  section  of  St. 
Paul,  where  the  Movie  Shows  were. 
When  he  came  to  that  section,  he  stag- 
gered  up  to  a  telephone  pole  to  rest. 
He  happened  to  look  up  and  saw  an 
electric  sign,  wliich  read:  "'Home, 
Sweet  Home'  in  three  reels;"  and  he 
.said:     "It  can't  he  done." 

r,R.  Some  pe()i)le  enjoy  poor  health  and 
enjoy  crying  "l:i!luie."  rhey  remind 
me  of  the  niaii  opei'ated  on  in  a  hos- 
pital. He  was  i_\inj;  nu  the  operatmg 
table,  and  h:i(l  not  eonie  to  \et.  when 
a  lire  broke  oni  acro.^s  the  street.  The 
!  )o'-lor  said:  '^\\u\  down  the  blinds. 
This  man  will  come  to  and  think  the 
o|>eration   is  a   failure." 

z^().  \'nu  ean  not  show  me  <i  ra/orback 
h(jg  nr  a  scrub  wlure  a  snxteen  year 
()l(i  bov  sits  on  a  tractor  and  i)loughs 
four  furrows  aud  lianows  the  ground. 
'Vhvv  don't  i^o  toi^'lher. 

(x).  I  ha\e  watched  lixc  lumdred  Indians 
<^o  into  their  evening  me.d,  at  (  arlisle, 
renns\]\ania,  :md,  as  they  passed  me, 
1  have  often  felt  lil^e  taking  my  lead 
].encil,  looking  into  their  faces,  and 
hguring  how  long  each  cnie  had  been 
at  that  Institution,  which  turns  out 
thoroughbreds.  Vov  the  longer  each 
has  been  there,  the  greater  change  will 
Siiow    on    hi:-    f.'l'e 
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61.  A  man  rode  up  and  asked  a  small 
boy  on  the  front  porch  where  his  Dad 
was.  The  hoy  rcphed :  "Dad's  down 
in  the  hof,^-yard.  You  can  easily  tell 
which  is  Dad,  for  Dad  has  a  hat  on." 

62.  Bill  Kye  and  Holley  Smith  were 
walking  ivknv^  a  road,  wliich  ran 
through  a  woods,  one  da\-,  when  a 
razor-back  hog  ran  across  the  road. 
Soon  another  razor-back  followed  the 
first.  Nye  said:  "Smith,  there  goes 
the  other  half   of   tliai   liog." 

6^.  A  man.  who  had  S'.jld  his  razor-back 
hogs,  went  to  Ohio  aTid  bought  thor- 
oughbreds, lie  took  tliem  home  and 
p.ut  them  in  iiis  i)en.  The  news  si)read 
over  his  communily  like  wildfire. 
Neighbors  gathered  in  to  see  the  new- 
stock.  One  neighbor  spoke  of  thor- 
oughbreds being  named.  'A'es,"  said 
another,  ''and  they  pay  a  man  to  keep 
track  of  them  and  they  write  their 
names  in  a  book."  "Yes  sir,"  said  an- 
other neighbor,  ''and  they  tell  me  that, 
when  you  buy  them,  they  give  you  a 
])iece  of  ])aper  with  an  otTicial  stamp 
on  it,  because  they  are  thoroughbreds." 
Such  talk  so  effected  the  mnn.  that  he 
began  to  straighten  up.  He  was  taller 
—  did  not  walk  as  he  used  to-  pushed 
his  hat  u]>  at  the  one  side  wcut  and 
got  another  sus])ender  -got  his  hair  cut 
^-shaved-  -took  a  bath-  began  to  g«) 
out  with  his  wife  put  on  a  white  col- 
lar; and  his  own  dog  bit  him.  !•  verv- 
thing  goes  in  keeping. 

f^p      \    r.inn    wa'=    ^ming    along    tlie    rond 
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and  approached  a  group  of  farm  build- 
ings. He  noticed  a  number  of  hogs 
in  the  woods.  They  would  run  around ; 
then,  every  now  and  then,  they  would 
stop  and  listen.  The  man  sat  in  his 
buggy  and  tried  lo  figure  out  what  made 
them  do  it,  but  he  could  not,  so  he 
drove  on  to  the  buildings,  where  the 
old  farmer  wa-  Icamng  against  an  old 
worm  fence,  chevring  tobacco.  Fhe 
man  said  to  him:  "Well,  Sir,  ha\e 
\()u  lived  liere  all  xouv  lifer"  The  old 
farmer  replied:  "Xuck,  not  yit."  "-\re 
those  your  lu)g>  down  there  in  the 
woods?"  (juestioiud  the  ni;m.  TIk-  n!.| 
farmer  answered;  ■(mchs  ihey  br. 
''■\\'r]l,  Sir,  I  iK^li^'-d  li't'  ]iogs  wil!  iM;i 
a  short  distance,  tii.n  -lop  and  li-l^-n. 
and  !  N\')uld  like  to  kno-.\-  whal  makes 
them  do  it,"  said  llic  n.ian.  '"Weil, 
Sir,"  tlie  farmer  said,  ".i  short  tuna- 
ago.  I  caught  a  cold.  It  settled,  m  n\\ 
throat  and  1  ,^ot  so  hoarse,  that  I  could 
not  call  my  k,o^.s  to  \k'V'\  them,  ^o  1  t(-ol 
a  sta\e  and  hammered  again-t  the 
slied  In  call  nre  liogs  1<.)  U'cd  them,  and 
now.  Ike  damn  w-.xxl-peek'ers  lias  them 
rr.nnin'  arouu'l  dirough  the  \\-o(m1s  ••!I 
the  nine." 

rj:;^  T\V')  \o;m^  IP  en  ^n'eli  la  t  e*  ]  fiaani  Ci^'"' 
Icoc.  'i'he  one  breaine  a  preacher,  and 
the  otiier  iome(l  tlie  Mamies,  lbs  ship 
went  aiavanfl  tl^'  worhh  but  fmall}"  came 
ba(  k  and  sailed  into  ihe  harlior  of  the 
town  wliere  hi>  cmIK-',''  (dmm  was 
preacliing  th<'  (iospek  T!;e  ancfior  ^vas 
i-ot  long  cast,  when  lie  said  :  "I  belie\'e 
I   will  <!•'  ])y  to  ^ee   ]<-.hn       I'll   take  mv 
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\ydvvot  and  show  him  the  greatest  talk- 
er he  ever  saw."  He  did  so,  and,  when 
he  went  into  the  room,  he  set  his  par- 
rot down  on  the  center  table.  After 
congratulations  were  over,  the  sailor 
said:  *'john,  1  brought  my  parrot 
along,  to  show  you  a  sailor's  parrot,  and 
he's  the  greatest  talker  you  evjr 
heard."  ''That  is  a  queer  coincident." 
said  the  preacher,  "I  claim  that  my  pa- 
rot  is  the  greatest  talker  in  the  world. 
1  will  go  out  and  bring  it  in.'  He  did 
so,  and  set  the  cage  on  the  center 
table  beside  the  other  parrot.  The  two 
j)arrots  looked  at  each  other  awhile, 
then  the  preacher's  parrot  said:  "Wliat 
must   we   do   to  be   saved;"      And    the 


sailor's  parrot  said  : 
or  go  to  the  bottom." 


"  I ) 


mil} 
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)    \\t<c 


Hell 


f,f).  An  old  lady  heard  liicm  .sialmi;  on 
deck  one  day  that  they  would  soon 
cross  the  Ivquator.  Slic  a.^ked  the  Cap 
tain  if  he  woukl  sliow  her  the  kl(jua- 
tor,  when  they  crossed  it.  So,  one 
day,  the  Captain  called  her  on  deck  and 
told  her  to  look  through  the  telescopv. 
He  pulled  a  hair  out  ot  his  liead, 
stretched  it  across  the  front  of  the  tele- 
scope and  said:  "Do  you  sec  that  line 
aliead  of  your"  She  said:  "1  do." 
"Well,"  said  the  C\aptain,  "that  is  the 
h.quator."  The  old  lady  said:  "Well, 
well,  I  do  tell !  I  can  see  it  ])lainly  and 
there  is  a  camel  crossing  it  at  thi^ 
time." 

67.      A  rich,  old  m:m  lived  in  the  kitchen 
of  his  home.     He  wn^  veiv  tight  fi-^ted, 
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and,  when  he  got  hold  of  a  dollar,  the 
eagle  on  it  bid  farewell  to  the  world. 
]^.y  his  miserly  habits,  he  soon  accumu- 
lated enough  money  to  buy  three  nice 
farms.  A  [jreaclier,  who  was  building 
a  new  church  in  the  neighlxirhood,  went 
to  the  old  man  for  help  one  day.  The 
old  man  said:  "\  don't  helong  to  }  our 
clmrcl),  don't  go  to  churcli  and  have  no 
right  to  give  you  a  cent."  "Yes,  you 
liave,"  said  the  preacher.  "The  better 
tli(^  cluirclies  and  school:-,  of  this  sec- 
tic  ui,  the  more  valuable  your  three 
farms  will  be."  When  lie  turned  to 
lea\e,  he  said  to  the  old  man:  "Xevcr 
miiitl.  \<»n  will  die  home  da\  and  leave 
tlie-e  three  f.'irni^^  behind."  "''<e>,  I 
know,"  said  the  old  man.  "Tliat'-  vshal 
in:d\es  me  so  d;ti!nv,'d  mad." 

'jS.  The\'  sav  a  m  ni  ;(')i  dnmk  in  a  I'enn- 
^\l^.:mia  town  and.  (»n  liis  wav  home, 
sat  down  C'li  th'"  rinl»  stone  to  rt^-t. 
lie  fidl  :is!f'ep  and  Inmbled  o\  er  into 
tke  gutter.  A  hnii  came  imsing  along 
the  gutter,  lookini;  for  something  to 
eat,  and  laid  da)\\n  in  the  gutter  I  reside 
tli(  man  and  went  te»  s]ee]>.  A  lady, 
on  the  wav  home  from  shojiping, 
siop[)ed  an.d  took  in  tlie  sitnation  and, 
with  a  tea;-  in  hei"  e\-e,  said  :  "That's 
a  shame!  That's  a  shame:'"  and  the 
hr)g  got   up  and   sneaked   away. 

69.     Tliey    put    down    an    oil    well    on    an 
old  whippoorwill  farm  in  Western  Penn- 
sylvania, struck  oil,  made  money,  and 
the    family   got   their   dividends    every 

llmtv  da\-^.  but   the\-  didn't  know  wdiat 
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to  do  with  it.  They  had  been  poor 
and  tlie  Mother  had  cut  the  wood  on 
the  wood-pile,  while  the  four,  big  boys 
hunted,  fished  and  farmed  the  old 
farm.  They  decided  to  have  a  family 
meeting  to  decide  how  they  would  m- 
vest  tlie  monev,  when  the  four  boys 
said:  "The  first  thing  we  buy  wdl 
be  a  new  axe   for  Mother." 

Two  old  farmers  attended  a  farmer',, 
institute  once  for  the  first  time,  becau^- 
it  was  a  wet  dav  and  they  could  not 
work.  After  the  institute,  they  went 
around  the  building  to  talk  about  it. 
OuQ  said  that  he  did  not  think  much 
(,f  it  as  the  old.  reliable  way  was  k<>'><1 
enough  fnr  him.  He  asked  the  other 
Avhat'  he  thought  of  it.  He  re]>lied  : 
"Well.  Muce  I  heard  that  feller  talk  on 
the  dairy  this  afternoon,  if  T  had  the- 
money,  1  would  build  nie  a  cyclone 
and    feed  my   cows  mucilage.' 

])r.  Hess,  of  Ih-ookville,  Penn>yl 
vania,  told  I'ne  his  father  was  a  ( ier 
man  and  was  getting  I'.nghsh  a  htt  e 
faster  than  he  could  handle  it.  He 
was  a  w)lnes>  m  Courl.  uhcrc  thcv  were 
trying  to  hnd  out  :\  man's  reputation  m 
regards  to  truth,  and  vcracit\-.  W  h.cn 
the  old  man  was  on  tlv^  \\'itnes>  Stand, 
the  Attorney  asked  him  what  this  man  - 
reputation  was  in  the  community  in  re- 
gards to  truth  and  veracity.  Old  mm 
Hess  scratched  his  head,  and  said: 
"As  to  veracity,  1  know  !iol  what  is  n. 
but  as  to  truce,  he  is  a   d.-imned  liar." 

2.      A  man  charged  a  hrm  S50.00  for  ad- 


justing  machinery,  when  they  could  get 
no  one  else  to  do  it.  When  he  pre- 
sented his  bill,  they  said:  "What! 
$50.00  for  half -hour's  work.  Itemize 
your  bilk"  He  did  so.  hxing  machin- 
ery, 50c.;  know  liow,  $49'5^^- 

7V  Knowing  how.  A  mechanic  was  ])ut- 
ting  u|)  a  building,  when  a  hatchet  fell 
off  a  scaffold  and,  as  it  came  down, 
cut  the  man's  nose  off.  He  thought  he 
would  save  the  Doctor's  bill,  so  he  put 
his  nose  on  again  himself.  When  it 
got  well,  he  took  the  bandage  off  and, 
behold,  he  had  j'Ut  his  nose  on  upside 
down.  When  it  rained,  the  water  ran 
down  into  his  11- >c.  and.  everv  time  h.e 
Vvoukl  snee/e.  it  won]<l  l^kiw  his  hat 
oft*.     I\}ur:^'i!i(i  h.07^'. 

7P  An  old  lady  said  to  jame>  Whitcomk. 
Riley:  "Think  of  a  man.  where  you 
are  'when  he  can  get  a  dollar  a  word 
for' writing."  He  replied:  "There  are 
weeks  and  week,  tlia.t  1  ran'l  thmk  ot 
a  darned  word." 

75.  "Reputation.  huk  Hern,  of  Michi 
^  gan.  wa-  known  as  the  biggc^.t  liar  in 
nil  that  ]>art  of  Mahigan.  C  >ne  dav. 
he  went  out  hiintr;ig  and  Inhed  two 
deer  out  of  season.  '  .atne  wardens  got 
after  him  and  tool:  hmi  into  C/ourt. 
He  eonfessed  that  he  did  kill  the  deer. 
Hi->  friends  went  out  and  brought  six 
,)f  h.is  neighbors  back  with  them,  wdio 
su.'>re  thev  would  not  believe  liim  on 
,,ath;  and'tliev  cleared  the   fellow. 

-6.      An  Irishman,  who  \-as  to  1)C  hanged, 
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\vas  led  upon  the  scafrold.  When  every- 
thing was  ready  to  finish  the  job,  ho 
was  asked  if  he  had  anything  to  say; 
when  he  said:  *'T  don't  tliink  the 
damned  thing  is  safe." 

77.  An  Irishni;ni  was  di^eliaiged  as  jani- 
tor of  a  school  because  he  could  neith- 
er read  nor  write.  After  that,  he  be- 
came very  wealthy.  One  day,  wh;Mi 
borrowing  moiic)'  iroiu  a  bank,  he  \\a- 
a^ked  to  sign  hib  name  to  a  note.  When 
he  said  tliat  he  could  neither  read  nuv 
write,  the  banker  exclaimed:  "Mc' 
Where  would  you  have  gotten  m  lift- 
if  you  could  read  and  write."  "Well," 
said  the  Triidininn.  "1  would  be  janit\:)r 
(if  a   school." 

7R.  .\n  (jld  colored  man  had  .-^aved  'till 
he  had  over  $,^0(>  around  the  house. 
The  l>anker  in  tr)wu  knew  it,  and  ad 
vise<l  him  to  {)ut  it  in  the  bank,  as  his  life 
was  in  drmger.  lie  might  be  robbed 
.ind  killed.  He  did  so.  and,  in  a  short 
lime,  lie  moved  out  of  the  t(n\-n.  lie 
was  gone  for  se\ei".d  }ear^.  .'ind  th.en 
lie  moved  back.  When  the  banker 
saw  liim,  he  said:  'AMiy  '  .Mose,  where 
1i;ive  vou  been '^  Wliy  don't  voii  come 
\<>  the  bank  and  get  your  mf>ne\- . " 
Mose  said:  "Hless  >our  soul,  P.o-.^,  1 
thought  the  iriterf'M  h:\(\  vaK'w  il  no 
l-nig  ago. 

79.  Two  Irishmen  were  going  do\>.n 
street  together,  (hninj;  the  Win",  a-id 
Mike  said  to  I'at:  "I  hear  ]u:iv:\  Irish 
are  going  1o  lU'lfa-t."     ""rhe   [)(wi]   \ou 
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say."  That's  nothin'  to  be  compared 
to  the  Germans  goin'  to  Hell  fast," 
said  Pat. 

80.     I  was  standing  at  a  depot,   when  a 
train  of  soldiers  went  past  with  a  ban 
ner  on  the  car,  which  read;     "We  are 
the  original  Dutch  Cleansers."     I  took 
my  hat  off. 

Si.  I  was  told  at  Leechburg,  Pennsyl- 
xania,  that  a  young  minister  was  the 
assistant  of  an  old  minister.  He  \vas 
left  in  charge,  while  the  old  minister 
took  his  vacation.  One  Sunday,  dur- 
ing the  old  minister's  absence,  a  young 
cou[)le  came  to  the  church  and  wanted 
to  be  married.  The  young  minister, 
with  no  experience,  was  very  much 
scared  and  tried  to  get  out  of  it.  His 
excuses  were  of  no  avail,  so,  after  the 
sermon,  he  invited  the  young  couple 
forward,  and,  after  the  ceremony  had 
been  performed  and  the  benediction 
]>ronounced,  he  invited  the  congrega- 
tion to  come  foiward  and  view  the  re- 
mains. 

Sj.  An  automobile  da.shed  along  the 
country  road.  Turning  a  curve,  it 
came  speedily  uj)on  a  man  with  a  gun 
on  his  .shoulder  and  a  weak,  sick  look- 
ing dog  beside  him.  The  dog  was  di- 
rectly in  the  path  of  the  motor  car.  The 
chauffeur  sounded  his  horn,  but  the 
dog  did  not  move-  until  he  was  struck, 
so  that  he  coukl  not  move.  The  auto- 
mobile stopped,  and  one  of  the  men  got 
out  and  came  forward.  He  had  once 
paid    a    farmer   ten    dollars    for    killin>' 
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a  calf  that  belonged  to  another  farmer. 
This  time  he  was  wary.  "Is  that  yonr 
dog:-"'  h.e  said.  "Yes,"  said  the  other 
man.  "It  lool:.^  as  if  we  liad  killed 
him."  "Certainly  does."  "Very  vahi- 
ahle?"  "Well,  not  so  very."  "Will  five 
dollars  satisfy?"  "Yes."  "Well,  tli-Mi, 
here  you  arc."  lie  handed  a  live  dol- 
lar bin  to  the  man  witli  the  gun,  and 
added,  ])leasantly:  "I'm  sorry  to  have 
broken  up  your  huin."  'I  wasn't  go 
ing  huntmg,"  re])lie(l  the  oiher,  who 
[Kicketed  the  bill.  "Xot  going  hunting. 
Then  what  were  you  doing  v^ith  the 
dog-   and    the    i;nn:"      "(ioing    down    to 


tl 


iC    W  ( 


M  1(1^  to  slioot  ill'-'  dog. 


8^.  l'\vr\  man  or  woman.  Mine  ilic 
foiiiidalioii  ni  tiir  world,  who  g;!\c  tmlii 
to  a  new  idea,  was  cillcd  a  tool  or  a 
crank.  Robvrt  ]'"ulton  gave  birth  to  tlie 
idea  that  the  sail  boat  ua>  a  thing  of 
the  past,  so  lie  start(vl  to  build  the  iir^t 
steam-boat  in  tne  w..r1d.  When  onlv 
half  complctcil,  he  ran  out  of  mon.e\  , 
so  he  went  to  a  v\e\]  old  uuclv  to  sec  if 
lif  could  get  enough  uionc\  to  tmish  the 
stcanvboat.  Hi-  old  uncle  lauglicd  an  I 
inad'C  fun  ot'  liini.  lie  said  lie  had  bats 
lu  his  bcli'r\-.  a  'al'tcr  loo-c  ui  Ins  ai 
tH\  and  refused  to  lu^^'  h\n\  a  <~r;i'. 
lUit  the  boat  \''as  iiai^lu^d.  a-  tbc\  a! 
V,  avs  arc,  and  the  da\-  it  •\ms  iiuuida-l 
in  die  Hudson  i\i\ri-,  loali(.u'-  n\A  iw'. 
clc  went  to  sec  the  iioa^  fail.  W'lcu 
iMilton  ])ullc(l  tilt'  tiU-oUh'  «'U  tin*  b<  >  it 
■.\n(\  it  An]  not  mo\('.  bis  (>]i\  undr  ^^ai<l  : 
"Midn't  1  tell  \ou.  Xo  fellow  «'\<t 
!ic;!rd  of  that   .bo-nc'l  ibinv'  \<'u'r<-  t;il!   ■ 
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ing  about."  But  Fulton  llxcd  this  and 
adjusted  tliat,  then  he  again  ])ulled  the 
.  throttle,  and  the  si:eariid>oat  began  .o 
paddle  out  int(j  the  middle  of  the 
River.  His  old  uncle  stood  on  the  bank 
and  called  after  Intlton,  saying: 
"^^;u'll  never  get  it  stopped.  You'b 
nc\cr  get  it  stopped."  Robert  Fulton 
\vas  uorth  more  to  the  world,  humani- 
ty and  civilization,  than  a  County  full 
of  old  uncles. 

S.p.  Christopher  Columlnis  was  the  great 
est  man  the  world  has  e\cr  produced. 
He  stood  alone  in  Ins  cc^mmunity,  in 
his  nation  and  in  the  world  for  a  new 
idea,  and.  wIkmi  Iv  proved  it,  he  was 
persecu.ted. 

(S5.  Some  one  has  said:  "Wv  alwa\s 
noticed  great  success  is  mixed  with 
tremble,  more  or  Ic^s  ,  and  it's  tlie  maT\ 
who  do(\s  the  best,  that  gets  more  kicks 
tlian  all  the  rest." 

86.  When  I  a.^ked  her  to  wed.  she  said  : 
"(io  to  luather."  She  knew  that  1 
knew  that  her  father  \vas  dead.  She 
knew  that  T  knew  wliat  a  life  he  had 
le(k  She  knew  that  I  knew  what  she 
meant  when  she  >aid  :    "(io  to  h\ath.er." 

H.  p>.  (X)(d<i:, 

Crystal    Springs,    Miss. 

^j.     Cleanliness  is  tlie  next  thing  to  god 
liness,  so,  if  you  can  not  be  godly,  for 
Cod's  sake  be  clean. 

HS.  A  preacher,  walking  along  the 
street,  saw  a.  lot  of  boys  standing  in  a 
circle  witli  a  dog  in  the  ring  anr]  a  roj^e 
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around  its  neck.  The  preacher  went 
over  and  said:  "What  are  you  doing 
liere  wiUi  that  dog?"  One  boy  an- 
swered: "TelHng  hes;  and  the  boy 
who  tells  the  biggest  lie,  gets  the  dog." 
"My,  oh,  my,  boys!"  said  the  preacher, 
"that  is  not'  riglit.  Why,  when  I  was 
a  little  boy,  1  did  not  tell  lies."  An- 
other boy  shouted  out:  "(live  him  tlie 
dog." 

89.  Teacher  asked  a  class  of  boys  what 
an  average  was.  (  )ne  boy  held  up  his 
hand  and  said:  *An  average  is  a 
thing  a  hen  lays  on."  "How  do  you 
know?"  asked  die  teachi-r.  "Because, 
1  read  in  the  ])ai)er  that  i\  lien  lays  ow 
an  average  an  egg  every  other  day." 

ijn.  If  you  would  turn  X-rays  on  a  dog's 
lungs',  v.hat  would  you  see?  The  seat 
of  liis  ])ants. 

(ji.      Wliat    goe.^      rourid      a  l>uiton .'      "A 

go:it. 

gj.  Johnny  was  saying  his  prayers  our 
night  and  his  two"  little  bare  feet  stuck 
out  under  his  night  shirt.  His  littlr 
sister,  Susie,  wa-  going  through  ilie 
room  and,  noticing  his  Iwire  fc^r, 
stooped  down  and  tickled  Johnny  on 
Ills  foot,  and  johnny  kicked  his  Iclt 
foot  at  Susie.  She  thought  it  fun  aiv! 
reached  down  and  tickled  him  on  liis 
right  foot,  and  he  kicked  his  right  foot 
at  her.  In  the  heighth  of  her  glee,  >:\r 
reached  down  and  tickled  him  on  boih 
feet.  He  could  not  kick  both  feet  at 
her.  so  he  said:  "Lord,  pl'\isc  excuse 
rnr':!  niinule  'till    1  kick  tlie  ^tuffeu  (jUt 
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of  Susie." 

93.  Teacher  to  class:  "Where  was 
Christ  born?"  "Allentown,"  shouted 
a  kid.  "No,  at  Bethlehem"  said  the 
teacher.  "Well,  I  knew  it  was  on  the 
Lehigh  Valley  Railroad,  somewhere." 

VM.  Smart  father  to  boy:  "My  boy, 
when  Washington  was  your  age,  he 
was  studying  Algebra."  "Yes,  I  know, 
said  the  son,  "and  when  he  was  your 
age,  Dad,  he  was  President  of  the 
United  States." 

95.  The  wife  of  a  very  profane  man 
said  at  the  table  one  day  that  she  was 
not  going  to  take  any  preacher  dele- 
gates to  a  convention  in  their  town,  on 
account  of  the  profanity  of  her  hus- 
band. It  hurt  him,  and  he  promised 
her  that  he  would  use  no  profanity, 
wliile  the  preachers  were  at  their  house. 
So,  an  old,  gray-haired  minister  and  a 
young  man  were  sent  to  their  home. 
They  had  roast  chicken  and  cold  beef 
for  dinner,  and  John  asked  the  old, 
gray-haired  minister  if  he  would  have 
a  piece  of  chicken.  "No,"  said  the  old 
man.  John  drew  the  cold  beef  down, 
and  said:  "Well,  you  wmII  surely  have 
a  niece  of  cold  l)eef."  "No,"  said  the 
old  man,  "I  never  eat  beef."  John  was 
getting  nervous,  when  his  eight  year 
old  bov  looked  up  and  said:  "Dad, 
maybe  the  old  'duffer'  would  suck  an 
c^^  instead''  The  boy  was  following 
in  his  father's  footsteps,  and  ready  to 
take  his  place. 
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96.  A  young  wife,  who  had  recently  been 
married  and  was  a  poor  cook,  had 
cooked  some  doughnuts,  which  were 
not  fit  to  eat.  She  said:  "John,  can 
you  suggest  anything  that  would  make 
my  doughnuts  better  ?"^^  "Yes,  my  dear, 
make  the  holes  larger." 

97.  A  man,  who  had  buried  his  wife, 
told  the  sculptor  to  mark  the  tomb- 
stone with  this  inscription  :  'The  light 
of  my  life  has  gone  out."  He  started 
acros's  the  water  and,  feeling  lonely, 
got  married.  When  he  came  back,  he 
told  the  sculptor  to  add  below  the  in- 
scription this  clause  :  "But,  I've  struck 
ar.other  match." 

98.  ^Ir.    Beigle,    who   was    an    old   man, 
was  quite  a  wag.     He   was   sitting  on 
the   porch   of   the   store,   where   I   was 
clerk,  one  day,  bragging  about  an  elder 
berry  pie;  how  good  it  was,  etc.,  and 

.  then  he  added:  "Especially  if  you  put 
in  a  few  hucklel;errics,  and  the  more 
huckleberries  you  i)Ut  in,  the  better  tli'/ 
j)ie   IS. 

09.  Talk  about  being  busy.  The  busi«.'>t 
man  I  ever  saw  v/as  a  paper-hang^-/ 
with  one  arm,  the  itcli  and  a  Water- 
bury  watch. 

VK).  Sam  Tones  said  lie  did  not  mind 
fighting,  but  there  were  some  folks 
with  whom  he  could  not  fight  for  the 
same  reason  that  the  possum  would  not 
fight  the  skunk  he  cr>ukl  not  go  home 
to  his  folks. 

TOl.      A   white  lad\-    fell     mto  a    coal   hole 
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on  a  pavement  and  got  $1500.  A  col- 
ored woman  tried  it  and  they  gave  her 
thirty  days. 

102.  One  very  hot  day  an  Irishman  came 
home  to  dinner.  He  found  his  wife 
mad,  jawing  about  being  compelled  o 
stand  over  a  hot  stove  on  a  hot  day. 
then  she  flung  this  at  her  husband: 
'•And  you,  Mike,  go  down  to  your  nice, 
cool  sewer  and  work." 

103.  A  man  owned  a  tiger,  and  one  day 
it  killed  his  mother-in-law.  The  ne.xt 
day  .^67  men  wanted  to  buy  that  tiger. 

104.  One  day  I  noticed  a  young  man  walk- 
ing up  and  down  the  deck  of  the  boat 
\'ery  much  troubled  and  with  a  sad 
expression  on  his  face.  I  asked  him 
what  troubled  him,  and  he  told  me  that 
he  was  on  his  wedding  trip.-  -his  honev 
moon.  He  did  not  have  money  enough 
for  both  he  and  his  bride  to  cooie,  sf» 
they  had  cast  lots  to  >ee  which  would 
come  and  he  had  drawn  the  lucky  num- 
ber. ?Ie  was  so  sad,  that  I  do  not  think 
lu"  was  enjoying  it. 

los-  l:^nergy  and  youtii  remind  mo  of  tlie 
young  book-agent  who  went  to  sell  a 
i)Ook  to  a  lawyer.  The  lawyer  was  go- 
ing to  kick  him  out,  but  the  book-agent 
declared  that  he  couki  buy  it  only  by 
subscription,  it  would  only  cost  $2.00 
and  then  he  gave  the  title  of  the  book. 
The  lawyer  ajK)logizcd  and  said  that  his 
wife  had  been  wanting  the  bo<^k,  ^o 
he  "uessed   he    wr.uld    take    r>ne.   and 
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handed  the  agent  $2.00.  The  agent 
went  out  and  found  out  where  the 
lawyer  Hved,  so  he  went  and  sold  the 
lawyer's  wife  a  book.  The  lawyer  went 
home  early  that  day  to  give  his  wife 
the  present  he  had  gotten  her,  and 
imagine  his  wrath,  when  he  found  that 
the  agent  had  sold  her  a  book.  He 
started  out  to  lick  him,  but  he  was  a 
large,  fat  fellow,  a  cross  between  a 
merry-go-round  and  a  round  house,  and 
was  soon  out  of  breath.  He  vSaw  a 
friend  of  his  on  the  street  with  a  horse 
and  bugg}%  and  asked  him  to  hurry 
down  the  street  and  tell  that  man,  who 
was  running,  that  he  wanted  to  see  him. 
The  friend  did  so,  and  told  the  agent 
that  a  man,  further  up  the  street,  want- 
ed to  see  him.  "I  know  he  does,*'  said 
the  agent,  "but  I  must  catch  a  train. 
He  wants  one  of  my  books.  You  give 
me  the  $2.00  and  take  this  book  back 
to  him."     And  he  did  so. 

106.  There  is  a  certain  old  lady  in  my  part 
of  the  State,  who  has  known  me  a  long 
time.  She  says  that  I  am  all  right, 
but  I  tell  too  many  stories,  while  she 
tells  more  stories  than  I.  But  she  does 
not  tell  hers  the  same  as  I  do.  I  get 
you  all  together,  when  I  tell  mine,  but 
she  goes  from  house  to  house. 

107.  An  old  lady  was  coming  out  of  a 
hall  once,  after  hearing  me  lecture, 
and,  looking  up  at  the  gentleman  she 
was  with,  said  to  him:  "I  do  not  be- 
lieve the  half  of  those  stories  Seeds 
tells." 
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08.     I  have  received  thousands  of  stories 
by  mail,  and  give  the  following  in  full, 
so  you  can  see  the  way  they  come. 
"Dear  Mr.  Seeds : — 

In  your  lecture,  'The  Mistakes  of 
Life  Exposed,'  you  make  a  number  of 
references  to  'pants,'  and  1  wondered  if 
you  owned  a  copy  of  'An  Office  Boy's 
Composition  on  Pants.' 

'Pants  are  made  for  men  and  not 
for  women.  Women  are  made  for  nv^u 
and  not  for  pants.  When  a  man  pants 
for  a  woman  and  a  woman  pants  for  .1 
•  man,  they  arc  a  pair  of  pants.  Such 
pants  don't  last. 

r\ints  are    like    molasses,    they    are 
thinner  in  hot  weather  and  thicker  in 
cold.     Men  are  sometimes  mistaken  in 
pants,  such  mistakes  are  called  "iTcech 
es"  of  promise. 

There  has  been  much  discussion  as 
to  whether  pants  is  singular  or  i)lural. 
Seems  to  me  that  when  men  wear  pants 
it  is  plural,  but,  when  they  don't  wear 
pants,  it  is  singular. 

Men  go  on  a  tear  in  pants  and  it  is 
all  right,  when  the  pants  go  on  a  tear, 
it  is  all  wrong.     H  you  want  to  make 
pants  last,  make  the  coat  first/ 
Yours   for   a   joyous   T.veryday.' 

(Signed)      Mary  Jane  Zineier," 

The   Eitherton, 
Eansdale,  Pa., 
June  21,   1917." 

I  a).  A  cootie  bit  a  soldier  on  the  neck, 
which  made  the  soldier  lean  his  head 
to  one  side.  By  so  doing,  he  missed  a 
bullet  that  whi77ed  past  his  ear,  and  his 
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life  was  saved.  The  soldier  caught 
the  cootie  and  said:  *'I  can  not  give 
you  a  cross,  crown  or  medal,  but  I  can 
give  you  a  good  home."  And  he  put 
the  cootie  back  in  his  bosom. 

no.  No  Sir,  Boss,  I  didn't  run,  but  I 
passed  lots,  v/ho  were  running. 

111.  They  wanted  a  colored  man  to  join 
the  cavalry,  but  he  protested  and 
strenuously  objected,  saying  that,  if  he 
was  ordered  to  retreat,  he  didn't  want 
to  be  bothered  v/ith  a  horse. 

112.  When  you  see  a  woman  on  Satur- 
day evening,  powdering  and  painting, 
von  can  bet  there  is  a  man  at  the  bot- 
hrji  of  it.  When  a  woman  spen^ls 
much  time  getting  her  liair  attractive 
in  the  beauty  parlors,  you  can  bet^  there 
is  a  man  at'the  bottom  of  it.  When  a 
woman  comes  down  street,  pushing  a 
l)abv  buggy  with  a  sweet,  pretty,  little 
bal)V  in  it,~-well  I  was  to  write  One 
Hundred  Stories,  and  I  have  passed  the 
mark,  so  I  guess  I  will  quit. 

113.  Elbert  Hubbard  said:  "Jake,  come 
and  help  us  haul  in  alfalfa  hay."  Jake 
said:  "What  do  you  l)ay  ?"  "I  will 
p»ay  vou  all  you're  worth,"  answered 
1  lul)bard.  Jake  replied  :  "Nuck,  guess 
I  won't  take  it."  The  man,  who  never 
does  more  than  he  is  paid  for,  never 
gets  paid  for  more  than  he  does. 

lliere  is  a  motto  that  reads  like  this: 
"If  you  have  nothing  to  do,  don't  do  it 
in  here." 

MOTIIIRS. 
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Mothers  are  the  (lueerest  things; 
'Member   when   John  went   away. 
All  but  Mother  cried  and  cried, 
When  they  said  "Good-bye"  that  day 
She  just  talked  and  seemed  to  be, 
Not  the  slightest  bit  upsets- 
Was  the  only  one  who   smiled, 
Other..'  eyes  were  streaming  wet. 

r>ut  when  John   came  back  again, 
On  a  furlough,  safe  and  s(nmd. 
With  a  medal    for  his  deeds 
And  without  a  single  wound. 
While  the  rest  of  us  hurrahed, 
Taughed  and  joved  and  danced  abom, 
Mother  kissed  him,  then  she  cried— 
Cried  and   cried  like  all   git  out. 

T.ord  Hamilton  :md  Lord  Boyd  were- 
driving  together  one  day  and  ap- 
proached Robert  Burns  working  in  a 
field,  when  Lord  Hamilton  said  to  Lord 

Boyd : 

"You  can  not  address  Burns  m  any 
way  but  what  he  will  answer  you  m 

j)oetry." 

Lord  Boyd  said : 

"Stop  v;hen  vou  come  to  him  and   I 

will  show  you." 

Hamilton  did     .0    and     Lord  ^Boyd 

looked  over  the  fence  and  vv^ent     Boo 

(like  a  bull),  at  Burns.  ,  ,     ,     , 

rUirns  scratclied  his  head  and  looked 

at  Lord  Bovd  and  said:  ,  ^^      . 

''Not  Lord  Hanulton,  but  Lord  Bovd 
With  hal)l)its  rude  an<l  manner  void, 
Who,  like  a  bull  that's  in  the  rye,^^ 
Cdc^'Boo  at  folks  as  they  pass  by. 
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115.     A    lover,    watching    his    sweetheart 
fondle  a  dog,  said : 
''I  wish  I  was  a  dog." 
And  she  said : 
"Never  mind,  you  will  grow." 


1 16.  Some  drunks  coming  home  with 
Jones  in  the  crowd,  stopped  at  his  home 
to  gQt  him  in,  and  one  rapped  at  the 
door  and  a  voice  from  above,  said  : 

"What  do  you  want?" 

The  voice  from  below,  said  : 

"Is  this  where  Jones  lives?" 

The  voice  al>ove  said  : 

"Yes/' 

And  the  voice  from  belovv-   said: 

"Come  down  and  pick  him  out." 

KEEP  A-GOIN'I 

117.  If  you  strike  a  thorn  or  rose, 

Keep  A-Goin' ! 

Keep  A-Goin' ! 
If  it  hails,  or  if  it  snow^. 

Keep  A  -Cioin' ! 

Kee[>  A  Cioin' ! 
'Taint  no  use  to  sit  an'  whine, 
When  the  fish  ain't  on  your  line 
]>ait  your  hook  an'  keep  a  tryln'  — 

Keep  A-Goin' ' 

Keep  A  (k)in' ! 
When  the  weather  kill: 

Keep  A-Cioin'' 

Kccj)  A-(join' ! 
When  you   tumble   from   tfie  top. 

Keep  A-Cioin'! 

Keep  A  Cioin' ' 
S'pose  your  out  o'  every  dime, 
( iettin'  broke  ain't  any  crime, 
Tt^ll  the  world  \ouVe  feelin'  tine   - 


your  rr(.']), 


1- 
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Keep  A-GoinM 
Keep  A-GoinM 
When  it  looks  like  all  is  up. 
Keep  A-Goin'! 
Keep  A-G<)in' ! 

Drain  the  sweetness  from  the  cup 
Keep  A-Goin'! 
Keep  A-Ck)in'! 

See  the  wild  birds  on  the  wing, 
Hear  the  bells  that  sweetly  ring 
When  you  feel  like  sighin'  smg-- 

Keep  A-Goin' ! 

Keep  A-Goin'! 

'Taint  no  use  to  tear  your  hair, 
Makes    things    worse    to    cuss    ami 

swear,  .,^  . 

Peg  away  and  you  will  get  there-  - 

Keep  A-Goin*! 
Keep  A-(K)in'! 

HOUSE  AND  HOME. 

,18  A  house  is  built  of  bricks  and  stones, 
of   sills  and  posts  and  piers; 

But  a  home  is  built  of  lovmg  deeds 
that  stand  a  thousand  years 

A  house,  though  but  a  humble  cot, 
within  its  walls  may  hold 

\  home  of  priceless  beauty,  rich  in 

^■^The  ^^Tlftrth    build   houses- 
halls  and  chambers,  roofs  and  domes- 
But  the  women  of  the  earth— Ooa 
Knows!-- the  women  build  the  homes. 

Eve  could  not  stray   from  Paradise, 
for  O!  no  matter  where 

Her  gracious   presence  lit   the   way, 
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lo '  ]\iradise  was  there. 

— Nixon  Waterman. 

1 1<^  President  Lincoln  once  liblened  to 
a  hragger  and  boaster  until  he  got 
thru,  then  said  : 

"Some  things  are  wonderful.      1    re- 
member wliat  a  big  crop  of  oats  we  had 
one    fall.      Stacked    all    we    could    out- 
side and  had  to  put  the  Ijalance  in  the 
.  harii. 

IJO.  ncjing  thru  a  nniseuni  once,  Lincoln 
said  to  a  friend;  "They  .say  that  is 
the  skull  of   Xapoletjn,"  j)ointing  to  it. 

"Why,  that  is  too  small  for  Napol- 
eon's skull,"  said  liis  friend. 

"Well,"  said  Lincoln,  "tliey  sa\  it 
was  his  skull  when,  he  was  a  hoy." 

121.      When  X'irgima  (arvel  told  Mr.   Lin- 
coln that  she  could   tell  her  sto'-y   hei 
ter  standing  u]),  he  said  : 

"That  reminds  me  of  lUick  raimer 
when  making  a  political  speech,  the\' 
had  to  give  him  a  chair  and  get  hiin  to 
sit  down,  to  stop  him." 

1J2.  When  she  s]>oke  of  die  South  figh.l - 
ing,  he  said  ; 

"Tliat  renunds  me  of  Judge  Drak^*, 
of  b)vva,  when  ;•  man.  being  tried  m 
Court,  said  if  he  was  put  in  jail,  when 
he  got  out,  lie  would  lick  the  Judge. 
Tlie  ludge  said  it  was  not  necessary 
to  wait,  and  drew  his  coat,  and  in\ited 
the  man  out   on  the  grass." 
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When  Virgima  spoke  of  tlie  South's 
fate,  he  said : 


"That  reminds  me,  when  Harlan 
was  making  a  speech  out  of  the  win- 
dow to  a  crowd,  he  said :  'What  shall 
we  do  with  the  Rebels,?'  and  the  crowd 
shouted,  Tiang  'em  !  Hang  'em, !'  when 
little  Tad  shouted,    No,  we'll  hang  on 

to   em. 

(NOTE)  These  three  stories  were 
interwoven  by  llr.  Lincoln  into  the 
greatest  sermon  X'irginia  Carvel  ever 
heard.  It  will  l>e  time  well  spent  for 
you  to  read  it  in  "The  Crisis." 

TFLIMli'OI^K. 

124.  A  small  boy  rang  the  doctor's  door 
bell  one  evening,  and  when  the  doctor 
himself  answered  it,  sijueezed  past  hnn 
into  to  hall  and  whispered  mysterious 
Iv  into  his  ear,  "Say,  Doc,  I  guess  1 
got  the  measles,  but  no  one  knows  it. 
1  can  keep  it  quiet." 

Idle  doctor  looked   pu//led. 

"  \w,  get  wise,  Doc,  get  wise,"  the 
bov  said.  "W'hat'll  vou  gimme  to  go  r<> 
school  and  spread  it  around  among  all 
the  kids  in  tovviL"" 

Kxoiri.r.ncF. 

iJS,  The  -on  of  the  fan/dy  \va<  home  on 
'  his  hrst  \acation  since  lie  had  ati:nnc<l 
10  the  dignitv  of  college  sophomore. 
He  and  his  faUier  were  discussing  af- 
fairs of  the  dav,  and  hnallv  the  bov  re_^ 
marked:  "Sav,  Cov..  i  hope  when  I 
am  as  old  as  you  are,   I'll  know   more 

than  you  do."  ., 

"I'll  go  you  one  better,  my  \>n\,     the 
father  re]>lied      "I  1^-]^^'  tV'-^t  wlum  ynu 


ill 
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are  that  old  you  will  know  as  much 
as  you  think  you  do  now." 

A  TOUCHING  STORY. 

126.  "No,  I  won't  drink  with  you  today, 
boys/'  said  a  drummer  to  several  com- 
panions as  they  settled  down  in  a  smok- 
ing car  and  passed  the  bottle.  "The 
fact  is,  boys,  I  have  quit  drinking. 
I've  sworn  off." 

"What's  the  matter  with  you,  old 
boy?"  sang  out  one.  "If  you've  quit 
drinking,  something's  up.    What  is  it?" 

"Well,  boys,  I  will  tell  you.  Yester- 
day I  was  in  Chicago.  Down  on  South 
Qark  street  a  customer  of  mine  keeps 
a  pawn-shop  in  connection  with  his 
other  business.  I  called  to  see  him, 
and  while  I  was  there  a  young  man 
of  not  more  than  twenty-five,  wearing 
threadbare  clothes  and  looking  as  hard 
as  if  he  hadn't  seen  a  sober  day  for  a 
month,  came  in  with  a  little  package 
in  his  hand.  He  unwrapped  it  and 
handed  the  article  to  the  pawn-broke/, 
saying,  *  Give  me  ten  cents.'  And, 
boys,  what  do  you  suppose  it  was? 
A  pair  of  baby  shoes;  little  things  with 
the  bottoms  only  a  trifle  soiled,  as  if 
they  had  been  worn  only  once  or 
twice.  'Where  did  you  get  these?" 
asked  the  pawn-broker.  'Got  'cm  at 
home,*  replied  tlie  man,  who  had  an 
intelligent  iace  and  the  manner  of  a 
gentleman,  despite  his  sad  condition. 
My  wife  bought  them  for  our  baby.' 
'Give  me  ten  cents  for  'em — I  want  a 
drink.'  'You  had  better  take  the  shoes 
back  to  your  wife;  the  baby  will  need 


thcni,'  said  the  pawn-broker.  No, 
s-she  won't,  because  she's  dead.  She  s 
lying  at  home  now-  died  last  night.' 
As  he  said  this  the  poor  fellow  broke 
down,  bowed  his  head  on  the  show  case 
and  cried  like  a  child." 

"Boys,"  said  tlie  driunnier,  "you  may 
laugh  if  you  please ;  but  M  have  a  baby 
at  home,^  and  1  suear  I'll  never  drmk 
another  drop." 

And    the    ni^ht    shall    he    filled    with 

music, 

And  the  cares  that  mfest  the  day 
Shall  fold  their  tents  like  Arabs, 
And  as  silentlv   <teal  away. 

Longfellow. 

"The  niner  M(le  ot   every   cloud 
Is  bright  and   shining. 
1,  therefore,  turn  my  cloud  about. 
And  always  wear  them  inside  out. 
To  show  the  limng." 

The   ornaments   of   a   hou^e   are   the 
<»uesls  who   freciuent    it. 


This  is  the  end. 


Thank  Yoti 
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AFTERWARD. 

There    is    always    a    i)sycliolr)j,'ical    inomerit 
to  quit  aiui   I  can   hear  s(niie  e.ay : 
it  was  when  you  be^'an." 


Yes;   and 


Mark  Twahi  once  went  to  hear  a  iimn 
Iireaeh  a  missionary  sermon  and  the  mini^^fer 
S(K)n  won  Twain's  heart  and  he  got  a  half 
dollar  ready  for  the  eoHeetion,  The  minister 
talked  on  and  sinni  Twain  put  the  half  dolhir 
baek  and  got  a  dollar  ready.  And  thv  minist  -r 
did  not  talk  much  longer  'till  Twain  gor  a 
live  dollar  bill  ready  for  the  eolleetioii.  But 
the    minister    talked     on    and     on,    and     Tv;ain 


bc^an     to    rcviTsi'     thin; 


e.ntil     the     tive     aiid 


dollar  liills  wvrv  bat-k  in  liis  jHX-ket  ;  and  ih*» 
m'u'-'^'y  talked  on  nniil  thv  half  dollar  was 
baek  '.:\  his  jiockot.  And  when  tlie  oolle^'tion 
ba  ko!  was  passed,  Twain  stole  ten  cents  out 
of  it.     Talked  too  long. 

I  want  to  take  this  oi>port unity  of  thanking 
the  many  who  have  sent  me  storirs  Jind  even 
paid  postage  on  them.  I  have  them  by  the 
hundreds.  It  is  not  the  story  so  much  as  it 
is   that    you   (iid   not    forget. 

If  you  enjoy  and  ai>prpciate  thii;  )H)ok,  I 
shall  be  gla<i  to  issue  another  eoNe.'tion  of 
eijually    entertaining    stoiies. 

Wishing  you  healtli,  hapi)in(^ss  and  pros- 
perity in  the  true  .sense  of  tiie  word,  and  hop- 
ing that  the  good  things  of  this  world  may 
pile  up  on  your  hands,  until  yuu  do  not  kn^w 
what  to  do  witli  them,   I  am 

Yours    verv    truly, 

BOB     SEEDS. 
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POPULAR  LECTURES  FOR  LECTURE 

CO  I  'RSES,  CM  A  ( '  r.  /  ( 'O  U.  I.S .  /?.  /  .V 

0('ETS,  FARM  MFl'T!\(,S,  FTC. 

llow  Gixi   Made  the  So^i    f'\'rtile." 
Intiuenee  of  the  Home." 
■'Mistakes  of  Life  Exjiused." 
"Mow   II   Looks  from  the   Ivoad." 
"Life   Worth   Living"  foi    !i'iTiMuei>. 


Thousands  of  these  Lectures  have  been 
s<jld  and  always  dehvered  in  per-'on. 
Some  on  hand  at  all  tmies 

"IIOll      i,0L)    MAUL     IMF    SOIL 

FERTILE  " 

Book  of  50  page-       INi^n^aid,   25c. 

IhKs  Ik>ok  is  not  only  devoted  to  restoring 
wornout  soils,  but  to  help  keep  fertile 
>oils  from  being  wornout  as  well. 

MRS   R   S   SEEDS, 

Tyrone,   Pa 


LIME 


AND 


LIMESTONE 


FOR   ALL    PURPOSES 


H-0 

IN    50-LB.  PAPER    BAGS 
BEST   FOR 

AGRICULTURAL  USE 


AGRICULTURAL  LUMP  LIME 

IN    BULK 


AGRICULTURAL    GROUND 
LIMESTONE 


i 


AMERICAN  LIME  &  STONE  CO 


TYRONE.  PA 


Remember- 

International  and  Titan  kerosene 
tractors  have  behind  them  a  farm  ma- 
chine experience  of  nearly  a  century, 
twelve  years  of  practical  experience 
with  tractors  and  the  resources  of  a 
?I40,0CKJ,(XX)  organization  that  believes 
in  Service,  first,  last  and  all  the  time. 


These    tilings    mean    low-cost,  de- 
T)cndable  power  at  drawbar  and  belt 
always  at  yom*  command. 
INTERNATIONAL  HARVFSTER 

COMPANY^  OF  AMERICA, 
{Incorporated) 

Chicago,  U.  S.  A. 


